Hillfields Primary School

How Have We Managed to Meet Here?
[image: image1.jpg]



In Class 3/4M we have been thinking about how we all managed to end up in class together, here in Fishponds, Bristol, as our heritages originate from all over the world: India, Vietnam, Sweden, Belgium, Somalia, Italy, Britain, Ireland, Hungary and Bangladesh and Pakistan.

In a Fishponds Summer have you ever noticed the butterflies? Their wings are colourful, delicate and fragile like skin. They are unique, meaning original and different, and yet all the same.

We thought of some stories and poems to explain how the butterflies would end up here in Bristol. Here are some of our ideas:

Jordon and Gabriel’s butterfly was hungry and looking for food.

Dagmo and Mahwish and Nehad and Sonny’s butterflies came to visit friends and relations.

Beau and Corrin’s butterfly came on holiday to Bristol and liked it so much, he decided to stay!

Briony and Joe’s butterfly was escaping a giant, hairy spider who spun sticky, spooky, smelly webs.

Tahmeena, Marcel and Paris’ butterfly wanted to escape its prison cocoon and see as much of the world as she could in her small life time.

Liam’s butterfly needed to rest after a long journey to find pollen.

Nicole and Janvi’s delicate and gorgeous butterfly was looking for food and shelter. 

Dannielle, Nathan and Chris’ butterfly flies for fun and food. A nervous butterfly, who likes to stay away from people, but is always busy.

Shannon’s beautiful black, blue and pink butterfly came to a lovely field full of flowers as her old house blew away in the wind.


Just thinking about these papery, distinctive, pretty, precious butterflies who are here for different reasons, but are all the same and how they came to be together in a class in Fishponds.

A butterfly story
By: Beau and Corrin 

One day, a butterfly set off for his holiday. His name was Joe!

“I’m going on holiday” he would say, so he spread his wings and lifted into the air. He was a well travelled butterfly and this latest holiday would take him far from America- his home and his heritage. Lately he had been getting bored and so he knew it was time to go.

It took him a long time to fly across the world, but he was looking for a landmark- the gorilla with the pink glasses that Banksy had created. He stopped on a wall on Fishponds Road and rested. He looked below and there it was; the graffiti of a gorilla in pink glasses. Now he knew he was in Bristol!
He loved Bristol and decided not to leave. He wanted to enjoy his short life!
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Butterfly, Butterfly
By: Tahmeena, Marcel and Paris.

Beautiful butterfly,

Magnificent, elegant, graceful butterfly,

Escaping from her prison cocoon.

She wants to see as much of the world as she can in her small life span.
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By: Dagmo and Mahwish
Beautiful butterfly,

Flying fast

Flapping her wings

Travelling so far.


Friends and relations,

Amazing bright colours in the sky.

All of them different

Yet the same.

Butterfly Beauty
By: Nehad

Butterfly, busy visiting fresh flowers.

Butterfly lazing in the hot sun.

Butterfly has brothers and sisters,

Friends and relatives,

Butterfly, butterfly-the same, but different!

The Fearful Butterfly
By: Joe and Briony
There was once a colourful butterfly.She lived in Bristol and her cocoon had been in a shed in a garden.

When the colourful butterfly had escaped from her cocoon,she met an enormous spider.The spider wanted to play with his new friend, but the butterfly was scared and flew away.

The spider made the biggest web and tried to catch his friend to talk….. “Butterfly why do you fly away from me?” the spider asked. Butterfly replied; “You are hairy and ugly and you will eat me!”  Spider spoke his last words;

“You have judged me by my appearance and my skin, you do not know me and mow I do not want to know you!”

The moral of this story is: Never judge someone by their appearance. Appearances can be deceiving!

Hungry Butterfly
By: Gabriel and Jordon
The very hungry butterfly

Looking for some flowers.

Swooping from side to side with his delicate wings,

Never giving up his journey

That little determined butterfly.

Colourful Butterfly
By: Janvi and Nicole
A colourful butterfly

Finding food

There isn’t any food,

So she searches for shelter

In the city of Bristol,

This delicate, beautiful, gorgeous butterfly.

A Resting Butterfly
By: Liam 
A resting butterfly

After flying a long way

T o find a flower to collect pollen from.

He is black, blue and yellow

He is delicate and fragile

A resting butterfly.

Hungry Butterfly
By:  Dannielle and Nathan and Chris

Lovely butterfly.

A butterfly in Summer time, nervous and scared.

She flies in the sky looking for food.

She flies for fun.

She is beautiful and always moving on.

Friendly Butterfly
By:  Shannon 

A beautiful black, blue and pink butterfly came to a lovely field of flowers as her old house blew away in the wind. The butterfly was a friendly butterfly, but she was sad when she lost her house.

Opening  Doors
When I opened the door, guess what I saw?

I saw a beautiful field, with the blazing sun shining straight on my face. The sight was irresistible, it made me feel all warm inside. I smelt the vegetables being pulled from the earth, I saw the strawberries growing on the land-“Oh how I love this place!”

I felt the soft, new grass under my feet like a blanket.

“What a glorious, amazing place I have found!” The branches on the dotted trees waved their branches welcoming me. The quaint, bright colours seem radiant in the sunlight. I could see the butterflies flapping their  identical wings. They reminded me of us-the same, but different!
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By: Tahmeena  
When I opened the giant’s door I entered a grass field. Ahead I saw a passageway between two rocks that led to a giant’s cave. I could smell the worst thing, it smelt worse than a dog’s bottom. I kept walking until I came across a mansion. There were two young giants using it as a doll’s house. They thought I was a doll! Their hands were cold and hard. “This doll is real!” “Oh,Oh!” I cried. The giants became angry and picked me up and threw me into an old mine. This mine is full of gold! I tried to carry the gold and leave, but footsteps were heading my way! I’m glad that Bristol has lots of hot air balloons because I caught hold of a passing basket and flew away…..

I’m definitely not going through that door again!
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By: Beau 
When I open the door I see people praying. They are kneeling on mats on the floor. I see rows of long pews. Large stained glass windows throw colours all around the Church. Mosaic tiles are dotted over the floor. When I look up I see the roof full of wooden beams. The Church smells beautiful; Fresh flowers, polish and varnish mixed together. In the front of the Church Jesus stands fixed to a gold, shiny cross.

By: Liam 
When I open the door to the Mosque I see lots of people praying to Allah. I smell a kind of perfume that you only get in Saudi Arabia. I can hear people reciting the prayer!

I can see lots of patterns on the carpet. And when you go to the praying room, there’s praying mats everywhere and it has magnificent patterns.

Sometimes when I smell, I can smell spices. When I hear, I can hear famous Qur’an recites and the Arabic sounds so beautiful!

By: Nabil 
When I opened the door to the cemetery I saw a path. It was all muddy and slippy. I felt scared! There were lots of grey stones. I felt sad and alone! I could smell dampness and I could hear lots of people crying. The air seemed wet!

By: Joe 
When I opened the door I saw the playground and the bushes. I saw the sun, the rain and together they made a rainbow!

I heard the sounds of a school: shouting, laughing, singing, chattering, screeching, moaning in the playground.

I could feel the ground beneath my feet that was hard and grey. I could see the building walls and a mural. I could see children dressed in a green uniform playing games and kicking footballs. I could see my dream of a field for our school with soft blades of glistening, shining grass for the future.

By: Janvi 
When I open the door to my Dad’s Indian restaurant I see lots of people eating dinner. I smell delicious food and ice cream. I can hear a girl asking; “Who’s the cook? I just love the food!”

I can taste curry, rice , chapatti , dhal and chicken.I say to my Dad; “Can I have some more?” I feel very, very excited, nervous and great. I even feel the food as well in my tummy!

By: Aliza
When I open the door I see my bed – comfy and warm, my Bratz cover makes me feel happy. There are High School Musical posters on my wall and they cheer me up if I am sad. The smell of mum cooking tea wafts up the stairs and through the door. I see my clothes on their hangers and my party dress waiting for my birthday.

By: Corrin 

When I open the door, I can see inside a haunted house. The house is spooky and cold. There are cob webs and eyes everywhere. I can hear a witch laughing and I can smell the witch’s clothes. I can taste contents of the cauldron. I can feel hairy spiders!

By: Dagmois
When I opened the door I saw a fantastically beautiful colourful rainbow arched over the River Avon. Don’t you wish that you could see the same as me?

High up in the sky I could see a red, blue, green and pink air balloon floating gently over the Suspension Bridge. The sound of the hot air going into a balloon echoes in between the cliffs.

By: Aaron
When I opened the door I saw a cemetery. I opened the black gates and they creaked. I walked along the grave stones. In my imagination I could see skeletons coming out of the ground. I heard something snap behind me. I was frightened.

By: Sonny 

When I opened the door I could see chocolate on the shelves. I could see rows and rows of Crunchies, buttons, Mars bars, Snickers and Twix. I wanted to buy all of the chocolate! The smell of the chocolate filled my nose: dark chocolate, milk chocolate, and white. I could see children waiting in a queue chattering excitedly, money jangling in their pockets.

By: Marcel

When I open the door I see a really fun party. People are wearing party dresses and playing games. I can smell perfume from the mummys and I can smell chocolate and cream cake. I can hear children screaming and laughing. I can taste the sandwiches and sausages on sticks.

By: Dannielle

When I open the door to my church I see people praying and singing religious songs. I go inside. The people welcome me. I smell polished wood, varnished floor and lots of fresh flowers. Beautiful colours jump from the windows as the sun shines through them. Rows of pews with handmade cushions stare back at me.

By: Nicole and Kayus 

When I opened the door of the aeroplane in the sky, everywhere was blue! The clouds were fluffy and white and they looked like pillows to sleep on. 

I looked below and the ground looked like a Monopoly board. The houses looked like plastic play houses on a game board because they were so far away and so tiny! As the plane flew on and time passed the light became dark and we knew that soon we would be home.

By: Bryony
When I opened the door I saw a dark and spooky cemetery. Suddenly this skeleton rose out of the Earth. Next a vampire flew past me looking for blood. He stopped and told me I had to follow him. He took me to a pillar by a gravestone and opened the marble door. My Dad was sat through the door with the controller to the computer game, and now I knew this wasn’t real, it was all a game!

By: Nathan

When I open the door I see a sport’s car. The car is perfect.  I could see the wheels shining on my car. I look inside the car and I can see a leather steering wheel and a long dashboard.

By: Chris

When I open the door in a mosque I see some people praying to Allah. I can smell some incense. I go upstairs and I see some magnificent, beautiful prayer mats on the wall, I touch soft cushions on the floor. I can hear some people singing! I can see patterns on the floor and no colours on the walls. I can hear the chanting and I follow.

By: Paris

When I opened the door I wondered what was on the other side, then I opened it! It was pitch black and then a monster came and popped up into my face! Suddenly I woke up. It was all a dream! 

In my dream the monster was very scary. He had very, very sharp teeth, he had some blood on his fangs. He was green and horrible. This monster comes out in Bristol haunting the dead in the churchyard. When a person is buried, the monster digs a huge hole and opens the casket and drinks the blood of the dead person.

By: Gabriel

When I opened the door to the cemetery I felt sad and alone, I could smell damp and unhappiness and I could hear lots of people crying. The air seemed wet!

By: Joe 
